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Abstract
”WAKE UP, Uncle Dump. I got a case for you.” The old man slowly rolled off the davenport
and shuffled across the room. He retrieved his glasses from the mantel and peered at the intruder...
Uncle Dump 
"AKE UP, Uncle Dump. I got a case for you." The 
old man slowly rolled off the davenport and shuffled 
across the room. He retrieved his glasses from the mantel 
and peered at the intruder. 
"Oh, it's you. is it?" said the old man as he recognized 
his nephew, George Francois, the county sheriff. "What's 
the trouble?" 
"It's old Charlie IJindeg again. Ya know I run him in last 
month for drivin his old wreck without lights. This time he 
was comin' along that country road four miles north of town, 
and his brakes didn't work when he got to the highway. He 
went right through the stop sign and ran into a car comin' 
south. They was three colored boys in it goin' to Biloxi, but 
nobody got hurt. Car's shoved in pretty bad though. Brissac. 
down at the garage, says it'll cost about sixty dollars to fix 
up." 
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Uncle Dump took a dip of snuff and put on his house 
slippers. He was now ready to perform his duties as justice 
of the peace. "What ya think I should do, George?" 
"Don't rightly know. Old Charlie sure was at fault, and 
them colored boys say they got to get on to Biloxi." 
Uncle Dump pulled his galluses up over his shoulders. 
"Old Charlie he got, fourteen kids and he sure can't pay 
sixty dollars out of his pockets." 
"Well, I reckon Charlie's old car would bring thirty-five 
forty dollars if he sold it to Brissac. Why don' t you make him 
sell it and give the money to the colored boys. We wouldn't 
have to worry about that old car bein' on the road any more 
then," said George. 
' 'Are they all out on the front porch?" Dump spit in a 
lard bucket full of gravel that sat square in the middle of 
his living room. 
"Charlie's out there, and I see the colored boys coming 
u p the walk now," said George. 
"Well, let's go out and start the trial." Dump led the way 
to the front porch and sat down behind a rickety card table. 
Old Charlie Bindeg sat on the porch railing, and the three 
well dressed colored boys stood nervously next to the house. 
"Hello, Charlie." 
"Hello, Dump." 
"How come ya to drive that car without no brakes?" 
"Hell, the old lady told me we was rummin ' out of fat-
back, and she kept strivin' at me all morning to go to town 
and get some. I didn't have no money, but I run off a barrel 
last night so I got a couple of fresh jugs out of the shed and 
started for town, figurin' to maybe make a trade at the 
butcher shop. I didn't know them brakes wasn't workin' 
until I come to that stop sign. And that's God's t ruth." 
Dump turned to the negroes. "Where you boys from?" 
One stepped forward. 
"We're from Biloxi, sir. We have been going to school 
up in Illinois, and we're just coming home for vacation." 
"College Niggers, huh? Tha t your car out there? Don't 
look to me like it's stove u p any." 
"Oh, no sir. Our car is down at the garage. We borrowed 
that car there from a friend here in town so we can go on 
home." 
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Dump's eye was caught by a commotion out on the side-
walk. A negro was helping a white man, obviously drunk, to 
walk along the side walk. 
"George, go get them two, and bring them u p here," 
Dump directed his nephew. George went out to the sidewalk 
and brought the two u p on the porch. 
"What 's the idea of 'nebriatin' yourself and staggerin' 
around in broad daylight. You know drunks ain't allowed 
on the street 'cept at night," Dump addressed himself to the 
white man. 
"He sho' can't hea' you, Mist' Dump. He so drunk he 
can't even talk. I was just fixin' to take him home when Mist' 
George stopped m e / ' said Jupe, the colored man. 
"Has he got any money on him, Jupe?" said Dump. 
Jupe searched the white man's pockets and produced a 
five-dollar bill. 
"All right. Hand that over to me. I'm finin' him five 
dollars for bein' drunk in public. You just take him on home 
now, Jupe, and don't go stealin' that yeller necktie off him." 
T h e two left and D u m p turned back to his nephew. "You 
got a list of the damages done to them college niggers' car?" 
"Well, I 'm goin' to need that list so you just go on down 
to the garage and get it. While you're gone I'll look over 
Charlie's car." T h e sheriff left and Dump said, "Come on, 
Charlie, let's go look at your car." They walked out to the 
car and D u m p kicked at the mangled front bumper. He 
walked around the car and peered into the back seat. 
"Tha t the two jugs in there that you was tellin' me 
about?" Dump opened the back door of the car. 
"Sure are, Dump. Get in and we'll give 'em a try." They 
climbed into the backseat, and Dump uncorked one of the 
jugs. No more was said unti l the gallon jug was half empty. 
"Reckon we better get back to the house. George'll be 
here purty quick." D u m p opened the car door. 
"Whyn' t you take the rest of that jug with you, Dump. 
Guess one jug will buy plenty of fatback." 
"Why that's right fine of you, Charlie, I been hankerin' 
for a little dew for a week or more." They went back to 
the porch staggering slightly and sat down beside the card 
table. He turned to the negroes who were still standing next 
to the house. 
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"Guess we can finish this case up without that list of 
damages. I've looked over all the facts and decided that you 
boys must have been drivin' pretty reckless if you couldn't 
get out of old Charlie's way." Dump spat over the porch rail. 
The colorecTboys had watched the proceedings with the 
jug and were now looking at each other with consternation. 
"Seein' as how you college niggers is on vacation and 
want to get home, I'm not goin' to throw you in jail," said 
Dump. One of the negroes bowed his head. "Jus goin' to 
fine you fifty dollars." 
"But we don't have fifty dollars." T h e tallest of the 
negroes could not quite keep the rebellion out of his voice. 
Dump pondered for a minute and said, "All right just 
drive that car up in my alley and leave the keys. When you 
bring me the money you can have the car back." 
"But Judge," the tall negro said, "that's not our car. We 
borrowed that from a friend here in town to get the rest of 
the way home in." 
"That 's all right boys. Just do as I tell you, and leave the 
kevs in the mailbox. I've got some unfinished business in-
side." 
— Tom Vernon, Sci. Sr. 
Interlude 
A wind beneath the eyelids, 
Scurries on the pink, gray shadows, 
Dipping away softly to deeper shadows beyond, 
A dull remembrance of the sight last seen, 
A gray impression on the pink lightness, 
Beneath, behind the long-lashed eyelids. 
Nothing—nothing, but soft velvet strands 
And daubs that leap and sway and shimmer 
On the yellow lines and blue clouds— 
And pink tears like sluggish armadillos 
Plod on silken feet through fine dewy pastures. 
—Ervin Krause, Sci. So, 
